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lly morMdly following up mental processes
like these, or parallel to them, Mr. Lloyd had
gradually familiarized himself with the idea of
Suicide, and had taught himself to yearn for it,
as a sure panacea against all his complaints,
and a necessary resort in the extremity of his
misery. This morning, particularly, the Idea
has visited hiin, tilling up his thoughts and his
mental vision with iti palpable form, in the
guise of the freshest and most perfect loveliness.He toyed with the vial of deadly HydrocyanicAcid, musingly.

" UVrc D.'iih fo unlike Sleep,
Cat neb; this way ? "

The slow illness, the at ate pain, now.that's to
bo feared.but when it comes in a spasm,
briefer than the drawn hreath.so; when it is
quicker over than you can say, One, Two, is it
so horrible a matter? * * * How sweet
and pungent smells it. ("Tis Beale Lloyd interrogateshis hopes, wishes, fears.inspecting
his morbidness under tlie dissecting knife, as,
in old time, the grave ilaruspex was wont to

inspect ihe entrails of his victim for an augury
of good or bad fortune.) Now, again, is it
really best to go to battle; to rear one's head
defiantly; to glow with wrath because misiuterpreted; to conquer the peace rightly yours, but
insolently denied; "to burn the earth, that cannotunderstand :

" or. should I not rather five
1 1 . 0

over qnietlv, and, worsted, steal away forever,
le-0 in tlie renewed contest 1 pet harder knocks
still, more pain, and deeper infamy ? * * *

u Ni tit wipe^ blame away," says a poet; am?
tnily, when all is dark around, we, at least, do
not see Low Llack, how forbidding, the clouds
appear. * * And then, is it wrong,
when the impulse knocks thus vehemently at

one's heart ? Cato, for instance.a man who
^flnved law.shall we sav his last deed outlawed

him, or did he not rather obey a higher law,
horn of his own fine wi-doni, thrice purified,
exalted, clarified, so to sftt-ak, ''7 '°"£ and
earnest contemplation of the divine? * * *

Have not the gho-ts of my murdered life and
peace sent me their final challenge."Meet us

at I'hilippi!" and is it not now the night after
the battle.that battle which I fought well and
bravely, but lost irremediably? Is not this the
meet time? * * * I fancy the eyes of my
spirit can clearly trace out before it, ready for
juy steps to follow, one of those*" blind ways"
which are mercifully provided us, so that those
tike me. who are stricken down, crushed, burnt
out, may steal silently and unnoticed out bv
them, and so escape. * * * Escape I
must.or else, 1 do wilful murder on my soul
and mind. Which is the worse? What need
for me to stay ? 1 have no place in all the
Fageant of late, vain, empty, trivial as it is.
Why, then, must 1 stand shivering upon the
vCivel corner, rained and stormed upon, until it
has gone by? Elsewhere, there may be coin

fort, * * * or, anyhow, * * * rest. Host!
That is worth a c rusade to me, x * worth
wounds and scorn, worth a qu- st as arduous as

he quest of Arthur's knights for Sail Greal.
Rest! Great benison, * * * if, alter the black
Uncertainty whose gloomiest walks I hesitate
to tread, * * * yet must.if, through its corridorsshould lead the way to Rest, * * * what
dangers could repel me from making the attempt!And if Rest there is, for any, since
man has it not here, why, who can win it, unfe.islie dlres the black Stygian waters ? * * *

The douhl.s, the dangers of this present life: its
shortcomings, its littlenesses, its shadows, its
mysteries.when that comes, all these shall be
made so plain unto me, and I shall he able to
know, and understand, and have patience with,
the reason for them all. Alas! i am very far
from being able to do that, now! And then,
th<* thought is so natural, the association so

reasonable. Sin and I tenth! They went hand
» ** C.I j i i

in I12LIH1 lo^jpfner imu in rjucu, unu uuvr uci;n

insp|arablf, since, * * '* boon comrades.
partners, who, by joint commission, have the
whole earth in tie. We mortals rent life of
tli.-m, and * x niv lease in long expired.
'I lierefore these bailiff pains" thn9 rudely seize
me.if 1 delay, they will seize these innocent
ones around me, to whom I owe that respect
that 110 longer is my own. * * * Aye, the
worst thine, that! Shall a man live who not

respects himself? Neelet 11 that theme the
subtle arguing of Benedictine Fathers, Jesuit
schools, or Doctors of Sorbonne ? Tis too
sol id truth to look around for casuistic stays
and bolsters. And t? Faugh! 1 am one

who hath spitteu in his own face.who live 111

mud, and eoutcmplatehuy habitation with some

.-sort of pride. A\ hat wpnld von call such pride,
with .such an object? Given, a world to conquer,will this pride ln-lp one? Given, a soul
to free, a liell to escape, w ill this pride point
the way, and strengthen one to tempt it ? Given,
a mite to crush, a bile to scratch, a pimple to
rah off.in what does this pride aid me? * * *

And then, (again the old thought!)
4 My tone* would re*t

That have hut lahor'd to attain thi« hour "

For, what is the gift of Life but Death?
S.,me take it rudely, deeming it rudely thrust
upon them : some turn away with terror, loathing,tnadness.like children, when for sirups
that they cry for, we present theni what.
though Ihfjf confess it not.is far. more wholesome.books;but most look forward to it as a

climax really pleasant, were't not for the doubts
that darken about it.so clouds pile up at nearlyevery sunset.and mint yearn after it, with
"be wild arid passionate yearning of the lover
"'»r the night, behind whose curtain he shall
-wifely steal away, in at the lattice, to the rosy
couch, and clasp her to his bosom, her, his
bride, his life.the honey that melts fragrantly
into his throbbing soul! * * * Else.there
had been few patriots with their ."Roman
virtue,"' and fewer still, as martyrs, would have
lived in fame, bearing the sword and palm.

* * But I ? I drink no wine of Cyprus
when I indulge this thought. It is pregnant to
me wiii» no suggestions of tenderly passionate
Fpithalatnia, nor of fiercely exultant odes,
Rythian or Olympic. Thinking of Death, I think
<>t lte«t and Ease. I seem to escape from the
business of the street, where all is rush, and
whirl, and turmoil.shame and crime; where
-Aate-hued clouds lower, and the Northeast
blast howls, and the raw rains of November
cfcitt you to the bone; I seem to escape from
all thi*-, to enter into the quietness, the temperedwaruith, the mild light, the plcasaut cosiness
01' one's home. Without, the storm howls, the
raiu beats, man toils with uneasy brow, and
poor wretches shiver and starve; within, in slipperedtase, one sips the nectar, and lolls in the
thuii'Tfic-nroDclled chairs of Olvmnus. * * *

I Give me this, then, give me this, oh mystery of
I'fHth, and I care not bow heavy fells thj

f\ stroke, nor how keen and thrilling thy azure
^word-blade 1 Give me this. * * * Now,
candidly, 1 could not live as some do, suffering,
ui the course of one hours thought, a thbusand
pancrsol"death, yet being such base and prostrate
slaves to the thing called life.at best, a base,
ignoble matter in most instances, I judge.that
they dare not lift an arm or raise a voice for
"reedom. 1 am not so, thank God! My functionsare of that deep and geuerous stamp, they
would starve upon such meagre fare as this.

* * Yet, 1 foresee, I am come just to that
pinching stage; * * * how thin my hands
are, and how blue iny blood.aye. * * * J
have need to make my exit. November's

I I blasts are chilling ail my veins. Here is the
door admits me to that cosy nest, and thou,

* * small vial with thy pungent fragrance,
I* * * thou ahalt be my night-key. Once

L

in, I can defy November. But, the passagewayis dark.if 1 should stumble there, perchance,whither would I fall ? It is too late,
then, to say: It was ordained so. Too late
then, to murmur, I repent. * * * Save
that, all favors it. Even if better ends are in
store, even if in the midst of this drear Novemberwe should be able to realize the wild uncertainglories of St. Martin's summer, still, it
were best to finish here, since we have lost.so
much.all, in fact, and what comes after, if it
may come, must be with the paug of a new

birth.therefore, it is best to end here.only,
the corridors are dark, and it is possible to'lo9e
onr way. * * * If I could now have a

gnide and passport.if I could go out with the
oil of unction on my feet, the Eucharist of purificationon my tongne.if I could, just in that

Eint of time, when I should be forgiven, guiltis,put myself out of the way then, perfectly
pure and perfectly good, ere I had time to do
another sin or think another thought.like an
infant of the Manichees, for its own soul's
health baptized and murdered in the same
Dreath.n I couia reap that harvest, how soon
would I put iu my sickle, bare my arm, and
bow rae to the-work. * * * But, * * *

no; every 01:111*8 a coward ! All of us have a
sort of shuddering suspicion that 'tis true what
the poet says :

k There may he Heaven there m-ust he Hell;
Meantime, mere lit our Karlli here- well ! ''

And I.can I not rise above this? Can I not
choose between this fardel-burdened Here, and
the Rest which is yonder, attainable by this
Key, through that dark Corridor, where there is
some slight danger of stumbling.perhaps of
an actual fall.with bruises.with hurts more
or less painful, more or leas durable ? Strange!
Even grant the hurt nod pain. Am I not hurt
now, suffer I not pain now? And then, " un
clmi jtrntsne Vautre; " this pain, anyhow, will
go, if that comes on, and so the reaction mav
cure. * * * Ah! * * * or kill! * * *

Why not ? Heaven were not, but for Hell.
* * * Why should we ever and always permitHis Mercy to shrink away and be hidden
from our sight by His Justice.(Judgment,
rather?) * * * No.I am one of these
cowards also; * * * is there danger in thy
fragrance, oh. subtle drug ? not too close, then
* * * I feel the dread, whenever I touch
the key that admits me to that black corridor.
What echoes shall my steps wake therein? What
dragons guard its stations ? What treacherous
pitfalls there for him who stumbles, leading
into I know not what slimy vaults of horror?
And whither leads it, even if I treal it safe ?
Stay ] * * * Ah, I dread it; how all those
little lessons of my infancy start up before my
steps, and menace till 1 shiver! How my childhood'sreading in the Book, my Sunday answers,when a puerile catechumen, the mother'svoice, the old parson's text, his argument,his exhortation, all combine to disarm me
of my purpose! Strange! Yet, how my whole
life has given it all the lie. * * * How's
that? Ia't truth, or morbid pride,that puts that
thought afloat? 1 know not. Yet, not all my
cloud of woe, not all this dejectiou, this shatteredbrain, this horror of dream, this mortal
weakness, this gnawing, chafing, bitterness.
not all this stormy gloom, this speckled, poisoned,purulent, bloated, gangrened pride.not
all this shame that would shriek itself into madnessfrom very loathing of contact with itself.
not all this wrong I've sown broadcast, heapingit like mourning ashes uj>on my own bared
head.not all this obstructed viper's blood that
hisses through my ^eins, scorches my brain,
parches my tongue, makes ache my eves, makes
black nty thoughts, marches grim spectres and
bloody aha|M S in rude procession or uncouth
dance of Death through my brain.not all
these have sufliced to arm nie desperately
against the sole thing that encourages, permits,
suffers them to be.tolerates their existence.
the one thing that I chiefly hate.Life J * * *

And whence this respect which still prevents
the Senate of my thoughts from opening the
temple ol' Janus, though these myriad Catos
every day fling into their midst these freshest
figs, and warn them: "Delendaest Carthago!"
Whence " the respect tlntt makes calamity of
so long life," prevents me from sleep, even
ronses tne, plucks nic up with strong and nervousarm when I would lie down in the waysidesnow, benumbed, happy, and glide tiff" into
the unconsciousness that has such pleasant,
dreams, they say ? Aha I there's it I " But in
that sleep, what dreams may come "." puzzles
the *ll,l.." It is that, that only, for lam all
enamored of this death itself, but.what comes
after "that undiscovered country." Why,
many have gone thither, though it hath remainedundiscovered to tut.are then its shores so

fair, its bays so pleasant, its breezy groves so

high-delightful, that none have ever dared to
venture back and tell us of it, lest, not being
able to return again, they should abide forlorn,
forever pining upon the memory of the blisses
they once enjoyed ? * * * Ah, hut for
that dread, that deadly dread, now were the
time, I think, and this the place, and these the
circumstances, which would make, in the one

ease, the pleasant contrast greatest.in theother
emergency, the transition least intense in pain.
Aye, things are ripe for it now; this is the auspiciousmoment. * * * It comes to every
man.to me, now. * * * Comes it more

than once ? The dainty delicaev of thy touch,
oh drug! light, as the toying Zephyr's kiss!
who would guess the steel bound might and obduracyof thy clutch? * * * All things
concur.every good sign is preseut. * * * J,
I only, fear to receive that kiss ! * * * J
can do good, so ; I am only in their way, now,
an n)idtar>lr> tn tlinir hsirmiiinasi ll.e umrl.l urill
think much more kindly of the Beale Lloyd
who should sacrifice himself upon the altar of
his shame, as if unable to endure the scorpionlashingsofhis sense of disgrace. * * * Then,
why not, in the name of Heaven? "Why should
he not do it ? 'Twould take but a bare moment,an atom of time, an infinitesimal segment
of the great arc of his self-torture, and then.
all wonld be over, here. Ah, but, and in the
name of Heaven, I say.all over, here.but.
hut.but. And so 1 put the vial np aaain,
damned shame, and woe, and pain, shrinking
away like a parchment scroll in the lurid flames
of damned Dread I * * * That Beyond I
Is not that The Place, where the lashings for
instance shall be more terrible, less tolerable,
more poignantly acute, in proportion as the
consciousness is clearer and the sensibility
more delicate ? Persephone, as daughter of
Ceres, gathers flowers, a child ; as wife of Dis,
what high mysteries is she not the elected
Queen of? * * * What if, in that other
world, to which a thrust or a draught can dismissus ere the breast could heave thrice with
one's breathing, the soul, purified ofits corporeal
connections, exalted, sublimated, clarified like
rock crystal, becomes refined a million proofs,
strung up with the nervous tension of the delicatestharp, impressible as the rarest ether;
while the memory, purged of all its defects, all
its short-comings, rushes, sounding, through it
like a tidal wave up Gauges, agonizing every
atom with its jarring, crashing coutact? Oh,
God 1 and no Best there, neither! * * *

Thus, in the dismal gloom of his dank Oubliette,this man, this Prince of all Heautontimorumenoi,this First Gravedigger for the
corpse ofSclf-Content, this emphatically Wretched,pursued his train of thought, gloomy, repining,desiring death, but ever withholding his
hand, and half resolving to drag on his dreary
life to the end, sooner than to face the Revelationwhich Conscience jgjive him such dismal
foretaste of. He had cast his all upon a throw,
and lost, to be sure, and now had no object for
the life which, if he lived it, would but drone
along its purposeless way of dreariest blankness.A pathway over a blasted moor it was,
<- >l.J OAS-fAM«lrpn rtrv as the thirstv
Ure-SCTMUtn, uuu , J

crater of a volcano; a moor with never a

green thing or a living, with never a landmark,
over which he dragged his uncertain steps,
Furies behind, impelling, and before, a black,
unsolved, horror-peopled Abyss, whose very
wind-wafted vapors even made his hair lift, and
his hones ache, and his flesh creep with terror!
And yet, ever as toying with it, he had come

near to the door whose key be held, the door
leading into that dark corridor, beyond which
he promised himself good cheer, and rest, and
slippered ease, he woold start back into the

i
m. ~ -

November blast, aud gaze out over the moor
again .having no courage. Yet, each time he
returned again, and wus more forcibly urged
to use the Key. Now, on this cloudy morning,he has gotten very near to it indeed. He is
inside the iron-studded door, and he is naturallyskeptical if the Key shall have j>owor to revealto him a more horror-fraught interior than
that.
Besides.he muses, toying with the tiny vial,

a-smelling at it, turning the glass stopper round
and round, and nursing it fondly and with prevaricatingfrequency in his hand.besides,what hope have I from this putting off? 1
have sinned, but there is no mercy for my repentance.My black-robed, Nathan thoughtsleave no consolation to soothe the sting of
their condemning. All they say, in dismal
chorus, is, Thou shalt die ! I know that; but
why not at my own time, in my own way ? Myworks may live, why may 1 not retire to my
urn forthwith ? '* * * 1 cannot better thingsby waiting. * * * So much stands to rea
son. * * * And, lor myself, 1 shall only
lapse ever backward* towards the worst! Coiue
then, * * * good prisoner. * * * Let us
free, thy virtues, * * * blend them with myvicious and cancered juices, * * * so thut I
may win.something. Come, * * * but
stay.perhaps thou art like that Pandora's box,which, being opened, let escape all calamities,
and only shut Hope in. * * * If with thee
I cannot swallow Hope, * * * why, then,
'twere vanity indeed to tempt thee. # * *

What the odds, though ? No hope there, no

hope here.'tis equal ; and then, through ihe
Key comes a chance, at least. Does not that
finally kick the beam? So! World, I renounce
you, 11 the pomps aud vanities of this sinful
life".ha! 1 am then a veritable catechnnien,
making my confession of faith! I believe.in
dust and ashes.call it Hell, then.any term
will do, so that you leave it here, within this
breast. No! God, I believe in Thee! I know
that Thou art, by these aches and pains, bythis my weakness, by my desolating woe; 1
1 know Thee by my shame, and by these mad
blasphemiug troops of fiends who riot at my
heart, and ever strive to haul me away from
Thee ! Oh, yes, I feel Thee and Thy Presence,else these gnawing pains would tar outweighthe burden of my sin, which piles itself
upon my strangled breast, ten thousand poundsof lead, each molecule of it armed with waspystings that pierce me ever deeper, and launch
their ulcerating venom towards my tool. * * *

And, oh God! I think I know the wideness of
Thy mercy. Then didst not spare his son to
faithful Abraham more readily than Thou didst
lend Thy oil of consolation to David. Thou
didst entreat for the good men of Sodom who
might redeem it.Thou didst pity Peter, and
bless him with the blessing of tears, even while
he denied Thee! * * * Have I not done
penance ? What were the twenty years that
browned Stylites upon his pillar of forty cubits,
what were Anthony's demons, Austin's throes,
compared with the penance I've been doing
here ? * * * Have mercy, Lord ! I ask for
no sign. * * * I know. I've wrestled with
my sin, and it has vanquished me, * * *

weak, lean, wan, pale, despairing, now I lie
prostrate, aud it kneels upon my throat. In
maims tnas, Domine ! It is not God I fear.
Him, the Infinite Love and Wisdom, 1 go to.
My sin, and the Power I am surrendered to bythat sin, * * * there's where my Dread in-

Away, these doubts and questionings ! Nothingcomes alter. How must i dispose of Aotr '

Kid it? Aye.come, my good tincture, that
shall loosen these letters of my soul. Home,
by my lips mount to my brain, doll these
aching thoughts, and clot this viperous blood.
Thy gifts are better than this misery in which
I am steeped; better not to be than thus to
be. sleepless from very anguish; void of
reason; incupabla of action ; dry of tears ;
drowned in poisonous pride; consumed by
shame; weak, weak as the new born infant,
yet impotent of cry for strength ; cancerous,
ulcered by my very loathing hate of myself;
a coward, sick, my will at war against itself,
and powerless as factious;* fainting, yielding,
yet knowing there is no mercy in reserve fur
me, only massacre, and the ruthless chariotwheels;toiling ever with Ixion's sweat and
Ixinu's futility ; the waters rise, they strangle
me, yet ever 1 climb painfully up the face of
the clitf, to get higher? Why resist them, oh
my soul? They will come again.they will
rise ever until they overwhelm me. There is
no dove winging near, nor no Ark afloat. Why
do I struggle? * * * Come, my sweet
releaser, come 1 * * * The grapes are

pluckt; the Simoom hath sapped the vines; *

* * only thistles abide now.food for asses.
I uin not Nebuchadnezzar; if I stay, I starve.
* * * And, if I stay, what now shames will
come to sour me; * * * now, 'tis the impressibleclay * * * to morrow, bard as
Hint. Then, 'twill need the thunderbolt to rive
the malice-frozen mass. * * Away,
thenl * * * If J g0 on, the sin of shame
is banished ; what now tortures, comes to be
proudly dwelt on; malice fills my brain,
pride steels my spine, robes me in painted
purple, till, at the time when I shall dare assert
myself, forgetting this.just when the false mob
shout, too.the pain will go through me like a

white hot. sword, and i shall fall like Herod,
prey to loathsome worms, bloated, and hurst
itig all asunder, like a self-stung viper! * * *

w ny oceanic ciaui King t nan ne aiea now,
when humble, * * * we should not .squander
guilt. * * * Now, you come in with your
Perhapses. Friend, 1 know the song. For instance.wait;tomorrow briugs new chances
with it new hopes, perhajnt. A ve, wait. Tomorrowbrings the trump of .ludgmcnt, perhaps,
ami the blackened sun, sack cloth hung, the
bloody moon, the trembling stars! so, I am

spared the trouble of my own exit, and shall go
out iu goodly, Godly company.nevertheless, 1
shall no more have a tomb and churchly sepulturein that case, than if I cut my own throat
now. Thither leads your Perhaps, you see. * *

* All life is emphatic failure, I perceive, and yet,
* * * I have done all the task that was set
me.bunglingly, and in mine own clumsy fash-'
ion, of course, yet.'tis done. Bred some ideas
in brains, gotten me children, made a woman

miserable, created envy, roused men even to
hatred, crushed some egg-shells of simpletons
who trusted.been an example, also, "to point
a moral and adorn a tale".even given a new
word to the language, they tell me; and al30
I have suffered some, thanks to a heart of mush,
and some quite active maggots that infest my
brain I So * * * I deem my work done.
* * * I can hang up my harp, straighten out
my limbs, and compose myself. No marble,
sexton, no urn, no epitaph. * * * [)jg
deep, else the dogs may quarrel round me,
cheating the worms. and, round up, say
eighteen inches, two spades high, and sod it
with the green thin-bladed grass that grows
under some old cherry tree. So. * * *

Nunc, dimitlel * * *

Would he really have done it? His face was
set in resolute lines; his eye was cold and stern ;
his mouth curled in a desperate sneering way.
And he had risen ; he had planted feet firm ;
he had uncorked the vial, and it was at bis lips.

There was some self-assertion there ; he had
gotten so far that we may say, Almost.but,
the God who waited on Sodom and Gomorrah ;
the God who sent His prophet to Nineveh; the
very God who lent His Son to man, that the
radiance of the Cross on .Calvary might queuch
the glare of the Sword that tlamed at fiden's
closed pate.that God knew the prayers that
were hidden underneath this man's heart, and,
for the sake of them, prevented him, spared
him!

There came a knock against the iron-studded
door, and be was no more alone. He hastily
thrust the vial into his bosom, the pistols into
a drawer, and undid the bolts.

Jt was Helen, and she came into the den like
a ray of pore sunshine over the house-tops and
into the Ghetto of Home, so that he shrank
back from her, a culprit, concealing his guilty
consciousness behiud a dark and lowering brow.

u When you wish to see me," said he, harsh*
" Sick art thou.a divided mill

Still heaping on the frar of ill
The fear of net, a coward anil "

ltnnyMm..' 1*4 ISoa fovea."

ly, " my rooms are above, Helen; my being
here is a confession of my desire to be absolutelyalone, and 1 will not be intended upon."

'Papal" cried she, with quivering lip, and
barely repressing her purpose of springing forwardand clasping his kuees, and eutreatiug
him; "it was not curiosity.T could not tind
Greorge, and there is a man waiting up stairs,
au Italian, who brings you this letter."

" My orders have been to admit no intruders,"
said he, taking the proffered letter.

" I know, papa; but he was in the house;
though how he got in I cannot tell. Will you
read the letter?"
He opened it, glanced sullenly, and then,

with a strangely-roused curiosity, read 011, ran

on, devoured it. Helen, watching him eagerly,
saw with emotion the rapid chauge wrought in
his looks as he rend. Surprise, starting.then
came on a ghastly pallor that terrified her; and
at last, flinging down the closely-written page,
he turned upon her one glance ol his eyes, all
eloqueut with awe, and fright, and hope, and
joy, blended indescribably; wheeled, sank down
into his chair, and, bowing his head upon his
arms, burst into a lound, sobbing, passionate
gust of tears :

" 1 >ear father ! " she sprung to his side, she
put her arms about bis neck, she bowed her
face down to his, so that her curls touched his
thin gray hair, she kissed him, she wept with
him, and mingled a thousand tender endear-
merits with the soothing murmur of h«-r voice.
"Oh, dear!" she cried at last, "I do not

know why you weep.it pains nie very much to
see these tears, my poor, poor father; hut.hut
I think they are hotter.do they not mean

something that ought to give me joy, love?"
Still fondling him, still touching her cheek

to his, still kissing him, and clasping, oh so

close, his neck in her love-warm arms !
lie raised himself gently, and as she released

him, he put his arm about her waist, and h<-ld
her there a moment., looking up into her face.
His tyes were moist and soft and full of selfabasement,while a shade of awe still lingered
round them, and of reverence, such as might
give eloquence to his eyes who has just been
present at a miracle. His lips quivered, and
the arm that held her shook with strong emotion.
Then he rose, and, still looking into her eyes,

.kissed her on lips and cheeks, and patted her,
calling her his darling, and his little child.
Then his face grew verv grave and pale again,
and full of that eloquence of awe, as he said,
slowly and solemnly:
"Need for joy, Helen? Child! need for ten

thousand prayers of thanks, ten thousand votive
offerings of a grateful heart! My dear, your
coming, and this letter sdmll we not find an

angel, when we go up stairs? Helen, death
was very near ine when von came, and 1 had
st-eled myself to meet him. See! this bottle
was at my lips.another miuute, and you would
have come too late! I will not fling it away.I will put it in your hands, my darling.and
renounce the sin." *
She had grown pale, and trembled, and now,

when she took the bottle, her head sank down
upon his shoulder, the tears came, and she
sobbed piteously.

[to be continued.]
INKLINGS FROM THE FRONTIER;

OR,

Life and Observations among1 Civilized
Indians.

Fishomixu -City, C. N., Jan. 8, I8b0.
75* the Editor of the National Era :

1 have endeavored in vain to possess myself
of some work on the history, origin, anjl progress,of the four nations of civilized Indians
now nourishing between the thirty-tuiru and

thirty-seventh parallels of north latitude.
It appears to me that historians have not paid

that attention to the history of the various
tribes of the aboriginal possessors of this eontinentwhich justice to a once poweiful but now

conquered and fallen people demands of them.
The poor Indians have been subjugated, driven
from their hunting grounds, banished from the
soil that contains the graves ot their fathers.
Many tribes have become entirely extinct;
others, after becoming contaminated by coutactwith the vices of civilization, have been
continually moving further and farther westward,as civilization calls for more room ; whiie
still others arc assiduously engaged in the laudaideenterprise of preparing themselves to take
their station in the ranks of civilization on an

equality with their white conquerors. And yet
1 believe there is 110 complete history of the
North American Indians now extant. True,
there are some very good books treating 011 the
maimers and customs of our aborigines, and 011

Indian wars, but none that can claim to be
complete or even succinct histories of that peopleto whom we owe so much.

I candidly confess my ignorance of the past
of these people, and doubt not that the great
mass of the American public know as little on

the subject as 1 do.
It is surprising to see how little even the Indiansthemselves know of their former history

farther back than one or two fenerations. Their
traditions seem to he vague, and the legends of
the old men rather romantic and unreliable.
Much as the want of a reliable history of the

aboriginal races of North America may be felt
in the world of letters, far be it from rne to prosume

to supply the desideratum. I hope, bowever,that the pen of some able and erudite
writer will ere long be applied to the task.

In this series of '* Inklings" it is my intentionto give a few impressions of life among the
civilized Indians, in my usual off-hand, desultorvstyle. But, before setting out on a narration
of individual and personal observations, permit
me to take a cursory glance at a few incidents
of their former history.

I had occasion to refer somewhat to the four
nations in a letter published in the Era last
spring. But as these people are destined, at a

future day not far distant, to elicit considerable
public attention, some knowledge in relation to
them may not be deemed amiss. For, although
their territory may not be partitioned off, and
laid open for promiscuous and indiscriminate
settlement by squatters from the ranks of civilization,as certain politicians seem to desire it
should be, yet the Indiana themselves will
probably enact laws and offer inducements to
young men of intelligence, enterprise, and good
moral character, who may be disposed to come

among them, and help them to work out their
destiny.

Th»- Chalooues. or Cherokees. hv which name

they are now known, claim to have been the
sovereigns of all that country now nnder the
jurisdiction of the Southeastern States, from
time immemorial. The first we know of them
is their discovery on the occupancy of America
by the British. The Cherokees still proudly
boast that Powhatan and Pocahontas were of
their race. Like some of the tribes of Central
Mexico at the time of the Spanish conquest,
these people were once Pagans, and worshipped
the sun.
Our colonies found them to be a powerful

and numerous people, subsisting principally by
the chase, and having some idea of agriculture
in its rudest and most primitive form. At
first, treaties were made, and the whites and
their red neighbors remained for some time in
friendly relations. But as the colonies increasedin numbers and grew in rtrengtb, the
whites became more bold and rapacieoa. A
contest for the possession of the soil spnng up
between the original owners and the white interlopers,which resulted in wars, and the final
subjugation of the Cherokees.
At an early period in oar colonial history,

the Cherokees were very troublaome to the
frontier settlers of the Carolinas.

In 1760, the French sent emissaries to stir

fr
-.1

them up to war against the English and the
colonies. After many depredations Lad Wen
committed. Colonel Montgomery went into their
country, at the head of an army, for the purposeof ehastioing them, but his army was cut
lip, and he was obliged to return without accomplishinghis mission. The following vear,Colonel Grant, with an arm7 composed of Britishtroops and provincial militia, again made
a campaign against the Che/okees. The Indiansmet him with an army fifty thousand
strong, which was conquered and put to flight.The English pursued them through their country,slaying all whom they chanced to overtake.
Old men and women, maidens and children,
were indiscriminately slaughtered, their villages
and huts were burned, their crops destroyed,
their cattle slain, and their whole country laid
waste. The winter season was near at hand,
and starvation and misery stared them in the
ace. Thus were couquered the proud Chaloques.
After the war of Independenee, they were

settled in the Slate of Georgia, with the solemn
assurance that, as long as they remained loyal
to the lJniteff*75at*s, they should never be 1110IeKtedin their homes. Missionaries were sent
among them to teach the truths of the Gospel.
They were tuught to own and work slaves, but
not to work themselves. The most degraded
and vicious of the white race found their way
among them, and by example aud precept
taught them drunkenness, profligacy, and all
manner of vices peculiar to a civilized (?) state
of society.

During the residence of the Cherokeos on
their reservation in Georgia, many of them improvedin soino respects ; whites came among
them and intermarried. But the white populationof Ihe State was fast increasing, and the
people began to clamor for the extinguishing
of all Indian titles to lands lying wiihin the
limits of their State, and a removul of all lu-
dians then in the htate to the trans-Mississippi
country. The Cherokees at that time exercised
an independent dominion within their reservations,and claimed to be exempt from the laws
of Georgia. 'J he Georgians being averse to
this state of affairs, their Legislature proceeded
to extend its laws and jurisprudence over all
Indian reservations within the boundary of the
State. The Indians, considering themselves aggrievedby such acts of palpable usurpation,
appealed to the General Government tor redress.but the Administration, at that time
favorable to the removal of the Cherokees,
winked at the wrongs heaped npon them, and
would do nothing to check irregular proceedings.
The people of Georgia, aware of the sentimentsand policy of the President, resolved to

make the home of the Cherokees too hot for
them, and, by a system of continual persecution,force them to the far West. It was averredthat their reservations furnished a retreat
for runaway slaves and fugitives from justice ;
that they were incapable of civilization, and
only cumherers of the soil which ought to be
appropriated to the use of their superiors, the
white men.
Even their agent seems to have been prejudicedagainst them, and to have been on the

side of their oppressing neighbors. At least,
we find that in his official reports he speaks of
their prospects in a very discouraging manner,
unwarranted bv the real state of affairs and
facts that could have been adduced in their
favor. He represented to the Administration
that there was a principle of repulsion in
ceaseless activity, operating through all their
institutions, which would ever prevent them
from appreciating or adopting any other modes
of life, or any other habits of thought, or

action but those which have descended to
tlieru-tiynvlhcir ancostors.

Missionaries of t^ie Gospel, laboring amoug
them, were taken up ou suspicion of dissuading
them against the removal, and thrown in prison
by the Georgians. Nothing was left undone
that could be done, either to induce or force
the Cherokees to emigrate to the wilds of the
trans-Mississippiau regions.
At length, a treaty was obtained by 1h«

agents of the General Government from a few
of the chiefs, and the removal of the whole
tribe was determined upon. But the fairness
of the treaty was denied by the great majority
of the Cherokees. They were averse to leaving
their pleasant homes and the graves of theii
fathers.the land they loved, and where they
were living comfortably, and making such
rapid strides toward civilization. However,
their removal was finally effected without
bloodshed, as was for a time seriously feared
and twenty odd years ago, they arrived in the
beautiful country they now occupy, and which,

- liy the most solemn and binding treaty stipula
(ions with the Federal Government, they are
assured they can poasefis and hold, without an

interfering claim, as long as the grass grows or
the water ruus, aud where tlmy are promised to
be protected and shielded from all encroachments.

At this time, there can be no doubt but that
their removal from the State of Georgia was
for the best, and has proved vastly beneficial to
the nation. And yet this fact does not excul
pate our Government or our people from their
ninny nets of bad faith, of injustice, and of oppression.

I have thus given a retrospective glance at
the past history of the Cberokees, that J may
hereafter contrast their present state of civilizationand refinement with their former position
and opportunities.

Where is the humanitarian who does not delight.to watch the progress of a jieople rising
up out of the depths of ignorance, superstition,
degradation, and poverty, into the light of (iospeltruth, civilization, and refinement?

Gt y Oak leaf.

The following graceful tribute to I,ady Franklinis from the pen of Elizabeth H. Whittier,
sister of the Quaker Poet of Amesbury.

LADY FJUNKLIN.
Fold ihy hands, Ihy worlt is over!
Cool ihy watching eyes with tears

Lei thy poor heart, overwearied,
Rest alike from hopes and fears.

Hope*, that saw with sleepless vision,
One md picture fading slpw ;

Fear* that followed, vague and nati.elt.a.
Lifting back the veils of snow.

For thy brave one, for thy lost one,
Truest heart of woman, weep !

Owning (till lite love that granted
Unto thy beloved sleep.

Not for hint that hour of terror,
When the long ice-bgitle o'er-*

In the sunless day his comrades
Deathwnrd trod the Polar shore.

Spared the cruel cold and famine,
Spared the fainting heart''* despair.

What but that could mercy grant htm?
What but that has been thy prayer?

Dear to thee that last memorial,
From the catru beside the sea ;

Evermore the mouth of ro<ea
Shall be sacred time to tltee!

Sad it ia, the mournful yew-;pee
O'er hip slumbers may not wave ;

Sad it is, the F.nglish daisy
May not blossom on his grave.

But his tomb shall storm and winter
Shape and fashion year by year.

Pile hi* mighty mausoleum
Block by block, and iter on iter.

Guardian of it* gleaming portal
Shall his atainless honor be,

While thy love, a sweet immortal,
Hover* o'er the winter sea'.

Independent.
The Republican club at Madison, Indiana,

has for years taken a copy of the Richmond
Enquirer, with which to tetute Democratic profeasiopsat home by reference to the infallible
head of the party. The thing worked very well
iu the last Presidential election, pud now, when
the dub had sent on the money for a new year,
the letter was returned, with the endorsement,
u 'We Richmond Enquirer does not want subscribersia Indiana." .

i/. .jl

REMARKS OF SENATOR DOOLITTLE.
The subjoined remarks, made by Mr. SenatorDoiilitti.k, of Wisconsin, were delivered

on the occasion of the late anniversary of the
Landing of the Pilgrims, as celebrated by the
New England Society of.the city of New York,
on the 22d of December last:

Hon. Mr. Doouttms, United States Senator
from Wisconsin, was introduced, to respond to
the following sentiment:

" Tin' American Union: It sprung from that
independence which the patriots of New Englandfreely shed their blood to achieve; and
while their sons have votes to cast, arms to
strike, or blood to flow, they will struggle to
preserve that Union, so as to secure the blessingsof liberty to themselves and their chilidren."

Mr. Doolitti.e said: Mr. President, never
in my life has there been an hour w hen I could
not respond to that sentiment, and with a full
heart. I do so now. I do so, because my
name and family are of Puritan and New Englandorigin. I do so, because I take prideiu the memory ami deeds of those pious, brave,
and austere Pilgrims, of whom the Old World
was not worthy, who came to this New World
to find " freedom to worship God," and at the
same time to lay the foundations of an Empire
greater, nobler, and I trust more enduring, than
the sun ever before shone upon. And I do so
because I am now of, and am permitted to
speak for, the West, whose voice, if not to day,
is vet to be all-powerful upon this question;
and 1 tell you, sir, that the West, when, in the
fullness of time, it .shall be filled un with untold
millions of free, brave, hardy, energetic, an«l
self-reliant men.the picked men of all the
States and of all nations in Christendom.will
neither dissolve this Union, nor suffer it to he
dissolved. Lot me assure the nerves of those
timid men who sometimes start and tremble at
the fear of disunion, that the great West.soon
to be ihe seat of Empire, with one arm through
the Mississippi, reaching the Gulf of Mexico,
and 1 lie.other through the Great Lakes, reachingthe Atlantic seaboard, will hold this Union
together forever in its giant embrace. But
more than ever, now at this juncture in our

affairs, when some real or supposed peril threatensthe Union, am T prepared to respond to
everv line, every word, every letter, of that sentiment.Let the threats come from what source

they may, whether from men in high place or
in lowlier life, it makes no difference. The
people of the United States feel bound to maintain,and they will maintain, the Union of these
States, and the supremacy of the Constitution
and laws passed in pursuance thereof, at all
hazards, and against all enemies. No greater
mistake can exist in the miud of any human
being than to suppose that this Union can be
peaceably broken up. To talk of disunion,
therefore, is to talk of war. Disunion means
neither more nor less than war.bloody, relentless,civil war.to bring in its traiu at the
South all the superadded horrors of a servile
war.

Sir, we are bound together by geographical,
commercial, ami political necessities. You
cannot cut the Mississippi river in twaiu. The
waters of tha\ river, which drains all the States
in its great valley, will flow onward forever, uninterrupted,to the Gulf of Mexico. The millionswho are to inhabit that valley will have
their commerce float uninterrupted to that
Gulf. They will never suffer the outlet of that
river to be held by any foreign i'ower. Besides,the great mass of the American people
are bound together by other ties and other considerations.I would ask any man who for one
moment dreams of a peaceful dissolution of the
Union, where would you draw the line of sep
aration? Un which 3iue of Mount Vernon
shall it fall ? I know not how the people of
this great city may feel, but I am sure
that the great mass of the people in the countrywill never consent that the tomb and tbe
remains of Washington shall rest upon the soil
of a foryign jurisdiction.

There is, however, one question, and but one

question, which has ever endangered "the
I idon ; and that is, the negro question.a
question which lies deeuer than the slavery
question, und which must be answered before
we can ever arrive at a satisfactory solution of
the slavery question itself. What shall be done
willi and for the negroes who are now free, and
who shall hereafter become free by the voluntaryaction of States and of individuals? An
answer to this question must of necessity precedeall practical solutions of the slavery question.The men of the South declare slavery to
be right, demand its unlimited expansion, and
maintain that the Constitution, of its own force,
carries it into all the Territories of the United
States. The men of the North denounce slaveryas in derogation «of natural right, and
maintain that it rests upon local law alone.
They maintain that the Constitution carries
slavery nowhere, and are uncompromisingly
opposed to its extension into the Territories.
J merely state the question. I do not propose
to argue it. This is neither the time nor the
occasion for me t<> do so. Between these con

flirting opinions there is no neutrality, l»o middleground. The one or the othpr will prevail.
Men may deplore its discussion, and try to putdown agitation. But it is useless to cry peace,
peace, where there is no peace. Compromises
do not hind it. Party resolutions do not keep
it down. The question is up, is forced upon
the country. It will not "down at your bidding."It demands, and will have, an explicit
answer. Is freedom sectional und slavery
national? Hoes the Constitution, of its own

force, carry slavery into ail the Territories we
now Jjave or may hereafter evep qfa^ireit
Wherever oqr flag fjoats, over sea or la»d, js
slavery protected under its folds ?

I have never doubted, for one moment, what
answer wilt he given to this all absorbing question,when passed upon by the American people.But, after all, the great question stili re-
mains, ana without answering which ail at-
tempts at emancipation by States or individuals,
if not impossible, are almost impracticable.
What provision shall be made for those wbp
now are or hereafter mat/ be emayc^pqlffittManyof the fjree States pgfuije tfi f^veivc them
irjto |heip jufpHjjcfiqni. Many of the slave
Slates are passing laws to re-enslave them. We
talk of the horrors of the African slave trade,
bat there is going on to day, before the eyes of
the American people, in this Christian land, a

system of violence and oppression whose cold-
blooded inhumanity can hardly find a parf»i'ehaud which seeks to reduce to slavery altposfhalf a million of fpe^ iqep. A wai| of unguishfroiq pie^e people is goiqg up tp rend the very jheavens | What, in God's name, shall we do
with tlieni and for them? We have no right,it is trne, to interfere with the independent ac-
tion of States, who have sovereign power over

'

this question -within their respective jurisdic- s

tion3. But is there no responsibility resting jupon the Government of the Unit"^ Qtaies, '
and especially upou the people of the North?
We have nevey yef preseuteq to'the people of
the Soutjt an answer to that question. Without
dwelling at length upon this subject, I maiy- i
tain that it is a duty which we owe P^o- o
pie of tjie South, whiyh owe to this unfortu- t
nafe pjas8 of our fellow-beings, which we owe d
to oqrsejvesj ^qa w^iicb we owe to that Divine aBeing who commands us to "love otjj peigh- g
bors as we love oqr^lves," hy some action of t<tt>« tT..ii^.a "1 »*.

«vwiQipo. w^iv.ii uu^ loreijni yrelations, to provide au H?ylun» and a borne for *
this class of unfortunate men, now doomed to ii
banishment and confiscation or to re enslave- fi
ment. This was the plan of Jefferson, sane- tl
tioned by Washington, Madison, Monroe, Clay, V
and Jackson. It is the only practical and
peaceful solution of the slavery question, for it
opens a way not only for emancipation, but for pwhat i9 no less important, and without which r<

emancipation in a State where slavery exists to h
auy considerable extent is wholly ympractica- tl
ble.a pencefut .icpatatiou of the racee.

Let the people of iheftorth in good faith "
meet the people of the Sonth upon this ground.four-fifths of whom have no interest in slaves. b
and say to them, in all frankness : Gentlemen, n
while we shall oppose the expansion of slavery u

into the new Territories, and save them for the

box ; keep it; put it in your pocket; it's yours ;
don't let them cheat you out of your vote."

Anil so lie <lid, ramming the ticket away
down to the bottom of a deep pocket in his
coat, and walking otl'as mad as he could be at
the rogues who wanted to cheat hiui out of his
vote by putting it in the ballot-box.

HARD TO PLEASE.
The following paragraph, from an ultra

Southern newspaper, upou Mr. Everett and his
" milk-and-water Abolitionism," shows that no

Northern man can render himself acceptable
to the slave Demociacy of the South, unless he
takes the position of Mr. O'Couor, of New
York, that slavery is a blessing.

From the Mi»<i>wppian.
F.IHVARD KVKHKTT ON SLAVFRY.

Mr. Everett made a speech at Boston On the
occasion of the great Union meeting there. His
strong card is conservatism, and he likes to
rviuv ths> rwrl nf T.m*ifinAtnr Oi'rAnruo konon.

occupation of free white men ; while we shall
oppose the reopening of the African slave trade,
we are ready to join you at any moment, nnd
incur any expense which may be necessary, to
procure by treaty or purchase, in Central or
South America, the rights of settlement and
citizenship for the colored men of all the States of
this Union now free or hereafter to become free
by the voluntary action of States or of iudivid
uals. This would in no respect be a sectional
measure; it would be national in all its aspects.
It would not, in any manner, infringe upon the
rights of the several States, nor of the individ
ual citizens of the States. As the case now

stands, it is hardly practicable for an individual
or a State to emancipate their slaves. And,
because this measure would make States and
individuals free to rid themselves of slavery, if
they should choose to do so, it would by no

means, not in the slightest degree, infringe
upon their rights or constrain their independentaction ; it would only make them free to
act for themselves, and iu their own way. They
would remain free to hold or to emancipate
their slaves. If slavery be as the men of the
South say, a blessing, they could hold on upon
it, and be blessed. But, if it be as the men of
the North maintaiu, an evil, they would no

longer be compelled to bear it as a necessity,
for it would then he in their power to remove
it. When the people of the North shall meet
the people ol the South, and strike hands togetherupon this question, as in my judgment
nine tenths in both sections will be prepared to
do when they fully understand it, every danger
10 the Union growing out of this negro question
will have passed away.

For tbti XHiioi.nl Km

SKETCHES OF COUNTRY LIFE BY A
WESTERN HOUSEKEEPER.

The world is full of broken hearts and
v>..\v.
Ul UI004 1CCUO. »* C UJUCl UUI IICI^UUUI j "t

smile and say all's well, and so pass on. All's
well! is the noonday salutation; but it is twilightnow, aud as its sombre hues and dusky
forms close around us, let us with tip-toe step
peep into the windows of our neighbor's hearts,
aud see how " all is well."

Here, in this sylvan grove and quiet shade,
rise the tail chimneys of an elegant Gothic cotj
tage. Surely, " we say architecture bespeaks
the spirit of the occupant," and in the deep bay
window and stained glass and poet's nooks of
this graceful home, we shall tind bright intelligenceand gentle courtesies, music, poetic
sympathy, and all clustering family virtues.
Here are rich curtains and velvet sofas, luxuouscarpets and all the appliances of wealth
and ease ; but what means this desolation ! The
graud reception room is as silent as the grave ;
the gay furniture might as well be so many

tombstoues, for all the idea of occupancy they
suggest. Are the people of the house struck
dead ?

In vain the weary traveller stands at the
grand front entrance, and, cracking his whip,
shouts, "Who's yore?" But we have only
come to the wrong door; let us step round
to the hack kitchen ; here.peep through this
narrow window; that kind-faced woman, in the
unmistakable liusey dress, is the lady of the
house, aud those hobnailed urchins, in ticking
shirts, the destined heirs of this fair inheritance.Poor woman ! She is at her wit's end
amidst all the confusion aud the steam of the
mush-pot. Don't let us worry her by knocking.Let us seek the master; lie is at rest,
perhaps; we need uol open those grand apart
inents; he is not there. Far off, in a wing of
the house, we see the glowing embers of a tire ;here, in this glootny, unearpeted apartment, he
seeks rest from the shrill rebuke of his wife
and the disdainful airs of his oldest daughter;
here may he smoke his pipe in peace, and see
his friends as he chooses; here all is in keepingwith his natural habits.a heap of applesin one corner, feather-hags tied up for sale in
another; while on a pile of old boots, and coats,and old linsey gowns, the accumulation of the
last tive years, mine host reclines in his glory.What a beautiful light falls through the stained
glass windows on this scene of tranquil ease!

lie is a hard-looking case euongh. if you
were to scare him up in the woods, you would
ruu; but he is quite harmless at home, lie
has reuped great harvests, and gathered into
barns, and battled through life with its hut
suus and stubborn sod, its hard weather and
dull thoughts, uncheered by either knowledge
or religion; and Mow Ut> has reached the acute
of his hupus.a line house, a grand coach,broad acres, and a hue lady daughter. These
are the reward of coining old age.

This same tine lady daughter has been educatedin a New York boarding school; afce has
come home complete in accompkuhiueuts, llowingand graceful in every movement, extravagantand elegant in all her tastes, She has
grand company from town, to whom her father
plays hostler, and hey mother plays cook ;while the prund b«*uty repays each sacrifice
by ever new requirements, and sulky repiningfor sympathy and the btau nwnde.; yet never
do they weary of pampering her whims.

Poor old man! 'tis a sorry reward for thee !
these tlowered walls and gilded mirrors
thee ! They laugh at thy rustic and
cry out, "All is vanity ^nd ye^attou of spirit!"Thine earthk hang loosely on thyiiww. this fiWidew*. fur
eign W vhy natural condpmH, * heavy burdenon thy heart. "Vim* ail but a dwarf iu the
big man's clothing. In thine innermost soul
thou art home-sick for the dear old log cabin,and the roaring back log, its rude hickorychairs, its winter evenings, with thychums, and "seven up." 1 hy brigh^os^ <^reu,ms
are of those dear old tinted "(hen tfia,i prouddaughter lay an iy^ut tu a' sugar trough, 0»
placed an to* knee, witii ihe reLl VUto « .('
i j t. ^ n f.~i W-TT" TTJ-T V1T- VH Y* f|»n«rOr,the (^e^aure % ttj uW YYOiqnrV pocket; while
pc,qt flog ^\ay stood with Lis paws on thvf'vieqdly shouluer, begging for a part of thyhonest caresses. Ah! those sweet dreams
force a tear down thy rude cheek; and now thefurrowed face is buried in the deep-*enm?dhand. Tell us, dear neighbor J, ^ ^ed withthee ?
Oh ! tw^l^ nhhcfe-^oongenlal hour when
g^e§h ^U^ohing heart of humanity sends

forth itfa most piteous sighs and ardent supplications'.canstthou not whisper to this poor,rioh man, 41 Behold, I stand at thy door and
knock? "

But other sighs are going forth that
cottage roof; they are bre,htU«d my lady'shamber. She has t^wn aside the novel, anditands in the d^*f> window, thrumming an ac:omr>un;it»eutto a fragment of a French, aenghat Veil expresses her elegant agoqi**.

A quni bin je suit cu!l i*a,.iNulle lie dei*. uVW ««' tali
Mes vcu< u< acY jjii pas, niarci.

The yoie# is ap. pure as a thread of silver;he accent, exquisitely true ; the altitude and
>uUiue elegant and queenly ; the features fas
idiously classic. \Vheee in the name of Proviencecame aW by these fascinations ? Look,,nd won^es--and st>U the wonder grows ;" no
ingle indication of low Weeding can be deleted,(we say nothing of her heart and mind;)
ou are tendJ to protest her name is Portia.
nd that she has spent each season of her life
i Belgrade Square. Such odd, topsy-turvyeaks of Nature meet one on every hand in
lis great unformed held of society called " thei'esu"

_____

A solid Dutchman was st^JUwg at a certain
lace on last elec^n day, inquiring for "de
;gular D^mocrat^c (ieket," when a shrewd fel>winstantly stepped up, and supplied him with
le genuine thing.
u Veil, now," says Hans, " vol now vill 1 do

lit 'im ? "
" Put it in that box,*' pointing to the ballotox,exclaimed several voices. But the cuningchap who had accommodated him with the
dicket " whispered in his ear:
" Don't let them fool you; don't put it in the

:"

f". r " »»innrdenmsthe raid iuto Virginia, but then he gave
the people to understand that slavery was a

great evil. The only difficulty was to get rid
of it. He viewed it as a question of policy, as
a matter of dollars and cents. He deprecates
the Abolition otciteineut, not beqquse it is \
wrong itself, but because it fails to free the ue- j
groes. lie does not call it abolitionism, or.
fanaticism, or any such truthful term. Oh, ny ;with him, it is " irritating agitations of the
day." He thinks that free labor would have
prevailed in Kentucky and- Missouri, if the
abolitionists bad not becu so rampant, lie is
sorry therefor. Kree labor lias, he says, been
unhappily! retarded. Head the following extract,noting the part we have italicized, and
see what a miik-aud-water abolitionist this
Everett is :

" Has any person, of any party or opinion,
proposed, in sober earnest, a practical method
of wholesale emancipation ? 1 belterc most
persons, in all parts of the country, are of tha
opinion that free laltor is steaitily gaining
ground. It would, in my judgment, have, vlreadyprecatted in the two northern Hers of the
shareholding Stales, had its advances not been
Utihajipih/ retarded by the irritating agitations..4'4k.. 1»... 1«
.;r t».t uuy. uin um any person, wuose opinion -jis entitled to the liilkM rospect, ever under- rtaken to sketch out tho details of a plan for effectingthe change at once, by any legislativejmeasure that could be adopted f Consider
only, I pray you, that it would be to ask tho
South to give up one thousand millions of
property, which she holds by a title satisfactory ujto herself, as the iirst step. Then estimate t'je f
cost of au adequate outfit for the self-suppovtof /the emancipated millions ; then reHect o.i the*derangement of the entire industrial system of
the South, atid all the branches of 'commerceand manufactures that depend on its greatstaples; then the necessity of conferring equalpolitical privileges on the emancipated race, Iwho, being free, would ho content with nothingless,if anything less were consistent with our
political system ; then the consequent organizationof the two great political parties on the basis I iof color, and the eternal feud which would ragebetween them; and, finally, the overflow into
the free State-, of a vast multitude of needy and.
helpless emigrants, who, being excluded from
many of them, (and among others from K_an- fsas,) would prove doubly burdensome 'where
they are admitted. (Laughter and upp'.ause."]

From 'he New York Sun
A SEWING GIItL'S APl'E&V. FOR SEWINGCGRIJS.

To the Ptihlie: IV o, of tb'e many oppressedand down trodden, have, '"roui the repeated injusticedone to us, ap.fi to hundreds of others,by employers in tlijg city, at JHit determined toraise our voice of complaint, in the hearing of X(the friends of humanity. *Most of the fur dealers, and manufacturersof furs, in New York, are Germans, who employhundreds of poor girls to prepare their fgoods for sale hy lining and trimming them invarious styles, and who promise 13 pay certains
prices per piece, for certain kinds of work.There are also hundreds employed in makingcloth caps and hoop-skirts, who are weekly cheatedoat ofa part of their earnings, who, no doubt,are compelled to submit to it; or, if we attemptto claim our rights, are often insulted by repliesin coarse language, and not unfrequentfy*told to leave, if we Uou't like our pay, Ac. Ispeak from my experience, more particularlyof the fur manufacturers ; yet there are fewwho ud\ortise for " sewing girls " who do not
««l some degree pay them off in the same way
as these German fur dealer* do.
We; as every one kno>4, \>y thousands, in cold

or beat, rain, hiiov;, oc sleet, walk the streetsearly in the ntwmiug to our work place, carrying,pcrhftp* in an old newspaper, what we coll
our ttUtuer, often only bread, or at best a '.ittle jCuW meat, with bread and jtofatoes, and workfrom eight in the morning until five a.id sometimesaiv o'clock in the evening, (stupping onlyHt noon to eat our rold lunch,) for these menwho have made and are making fortunes from
our labors, and who, beside stiutingly payingus, talk to us as though Mpe v.ere, what many ofthem seem to be, bru.v*s in human shape.Aud here let uwe say that our slavery, and Ithat of ten? oS thousands North, is far more

. -L - ' --

,n*v Him is uiui 01 tne well-fed, weBokdhcd?and well-cared-for colored slaves of the*Iwmtb, wlicse condition we hear so much sympathyexpressed for, even from the pulpit?, audi
HO doubt, otlen, too, by the very n\»n who oppr«>.>sus, and even cheat us ou\ of our bard- iearned shillings. i

Hut, to make our t-nsv more clear to your {iniud, let ine try W picture to you the scene of
a Saiurday-nlgkfc settlement with one of Y}»e.se IGermau *«wp<nyen. See a hundred or luoro IgivVs vi all o«-s, many of them lliinfy clad,] mV-l with leaky shoes, huddle around the pay- |ing dt>»k, shivering with Cold, hand in their lit- f!Uo hooks w'.ih their week's work account, l»ywhich they know they ha\e earned 4*1 or $,4.30, ^
or perhaps three dolUrs. The book is taken,name called, and a mock figuring made, andthen comes tW trial: " Vy, Miss Shane, yos>hav only twtko voti dollar tree shilliu dis veek.'*"44 OhN" iks replies, 44 I've made more tU'aa that,air, let ute show you." 44 No," says be, 4< I now
voV is right." 1 hen come sharp -words. Tben
a jabbering of Dutch with sotee accomplice in
this robbery. And then W P'ays, 44 Oh, yes, Imake vqd little iniBtt\ke, 't'.g six cents more."44 Ob> sir, 1 can't V«k« 'bat; let me show yoo,sir," attempting to take her book. " I made so
many caps, at. " when he harshly, savs, 44 stopyour tain tong: 1 nos my business; I don'tcheat you, and if you don't like de pay, you can
go next ve^vk aome vara else." The poor girllakes tKvy pittance and the insultiug language,and Wvee, to walk, perhaps, miles in the rain.
..now, or mud, to her miserable boarding place.Same number two: "Veil, Miss Lizzie, youmakes shust von dollar an' seven shillings dis
veek." The girl replies, u Why, you see, sir,my Look ; it's two dollars aud six shillings.'' J.q
a loud voice, he replies, " I nos petter. He/e'sde money ; you can take it if you likes." She
counts it, and finds (instead of the 41.87£which he said she had made) that he onlv gaveher $1.80. She shows it to him. Ha says, u hecan't make de shange." She remonstrates.He says, " Oh! vel, it you vaut. dat little seven
cents, you must shange dis, hill," showing her
a three or five dollar biU, which he well knows Xshe cannot changCfand so ends he.r week's settlement.Thove scenes run throagh and holdgood a&h hundreds. And there is no doabtthat many of these " noble Germans " make acalculation, even in this little way, to save, orrather rob, hundreds of dollars per year fromthe poor work girki, because " dey can't makede shange " for them, keeping 3 cents, C cents,7 ceuU, 4c., from most every one.

No*', let mc assure you, kind reader, thatwhat 1 write is no picture of the imagination,but is a real truth that I have seen and felt, as.have thousands of other work girls. True, youwill see here aud there a girl that is genteellydressed,making a lady-like appearance, who,it may be, is not compelled to pay a weeklyboard, having some relative with whom shelives; and hence she gets along far bettor than

1. j


